Would you like to stay for dinner 
by LovableKill joyll4433 


Category: How to Train Your Dragon 

Genre: Humor 

Language: English 

Characters: Astrid, Hiccup 

Status: Completed 

Published: 2014-08-11 00:04:13 

Updated: 2014-08-11 00:04:13 

Packaged: 2016-04-26 20:29:26 

Rating: K 

Chapters : 1 

Words: 660 

Publisher: www.fanfiction.net 

Summary: Oneshot/ Modern AU. Hiccup and Astrid have been dating for 
four months. Time for Hiccup to meet her family. 


Would you like to stay for dinner 
**A/N Super short but ya know how it is** 

Hiccup ' s POV 

This is it. I am finally going to meet Astrid' s parents and 
grandmother. Astrid and I have been dating for about 4 months and 
Astrid decided it would be best to meet her family. 

She told be just to dress casual and not worry about what I wear but 
being my paranoid self I put on my best jeans. I would like to say I 
put on my best top but one of those doesn't exist in my wardrobe so I 
settled for a plain black Bring Me The Horizon shirt. (**a/n couldn't 
help myself xD) ** 

I tried to style my hair somehow but that failed miserably so I just 
showered again and decided to leave it to dry how it wants. Astrid 
always liked my hair windswept anyway. 

And lastly I just put on a small amount of cologne. Ok I completely 
covered myself with cologne but I can't help being worried! 

Right now I'm standing outside Astrid' s front door, hand 
raised . 

Finally I just close my eyes, hold my breath and knock. 

I hear the door open and I open my eye slightly to see an angel that 
is Astrid in front of me. 


She is now giggling at my obvious worry. 



Astrid NEVER giggles. I stand there gaping at her. 

"Well don't look so surprised I only see you like every day " She 
grabbed my arm and started pulling me into the house. 

We walk up to a closed door, ugh the suspense is killing 
me ! 

"Ready?" She whispers. 

I don't even get a chance to say anything before she opens the door 
and pulls me in. Typical Astrid. 

As I walk in there sitting on the couch is Astrid' s mum. She I 
beautiful like Astrid with blonde hair and blue eyes. Sitting next to 
her is an elderly woman with blonde hair not quite grey yet but 
almost, and faded grey eyes. 

And then the man I fear the most. Astrid' s father. 

He is a big man. Not like fat big but very big boned and muscly. 

He is sitting there with his arms crossed and his head 
up . 

"Eha€ 1 aha€ 1 uma€ 1 hh . . hi . . I ' ma€ 1 urn . . Hica€ 1 Uha€ 1 Hiccup" I start 
stuttering like crazy. 

My face heats up with embarrassment when suddenly I hear. 

"OOH sign me up for the next dog rescue shelter" I look up and see 
Astrid' s nan looking at me with a wide grin on her face. 

Taken aback I try and think what to say so I just walk up to her 
father . 

"Urn Hello s..sir, I'm Hiccup" I hold out my hand. He looks at my hand 
and then back at my face, glaring. 

"So you think you're good enough for my daughter" He says, in a deep 
and scary voice. 

"Ur.. I think? Urn It depends on y..your definition of "Good enough" I 
say really, really nervous now. 

"You think? Well that's just not good enough is it?" He stands. 

I look up at him expecting him to tell me to get out and to leave his 
daughter alone or something but instead he bursts out 
laughing . 

Suddenly everyone is laughing. 

"Oh don't worry son, we're only messing with ya" He says patting my 
shoulder . 

I just stand there looking at him in shock, when suddenly realization 
hits me and I let out a big breath I didn't know I was 
holding . 



Astrid walks up to me still laughing and wraps her arms around my 
middle . 


"Would you like to stay for dinner?" She asks, I'm just about to 
respond when her gran interrupts. 

"Would you like to stay forever?!" She shouts. 

Astrid rolls her eyes and I chuckle, I think me and this family will 
get along after all. 

**A/N If you didn't understand the joke of "would you like to stay 
for dinner" then go on youtube and type in 'would you like to stay 
forever' and you should get a scene from Disney's Mulan.** 


End 
f lie . 



